PLEASBANT HOURS.

BY AND BY.

Y and by the evening ¢ 'ls,
8ons of labour re *
W rary cattlo £30k the staus,
Isiras are 1o tho nust.
Iiy and by tho tido will sarn,
Ohange come o'er the sky ;
Lifv's hard task the child will loarn,
By avd by.

By and by the soldier quits
Rattle of the gun ;
Happy with his wilo he sits,
Battles fought and won,
ity and oy the caim will come,
Seas uo more run high ;
Glad will be tho tailor's home,
By aud by,

By and by, to those that wait,
All things will come round ;
Gladneas, though it lipgurs lave,
Sought for, will be found,
tnends that long bave been apart,
tato shall bring them aigh,—
Liovo shall link them heart to heart,
By and by.

By and by the din will coase,
Lay’s loog hours depart ;

By and by, in holy peace,
Wo shall sleep at Jast,

Calm will b the sca-wind's roar,
Calm wo too shall lie,—

Toil and moil and weep no more,

By and by.

WHAT ONE LITTLE BOY DID.
BY MARY R. BALDWIN,

#Tell me, children,” said a teacher,
“ what you have done for others during
the past week.”

The upturned faces brightened, and
the voices were eager, &g, in turn, they
spcko of eome kind deed for another,

Rach one seemed elated and snxious
to give a good account of bimself,
except little Frank, who hung his head
and said nothing.

The teacher noticed it and asked,
“Have you nothing to tell, my boy§"

“ No, ma'am ; I've minded my little
brother, that's all.”

Then, I am sorry to say, each little
boy, and each little girl, too, laughed
loudly, and it was some time before
the teacher could restore order, but,
when she did, she looked quite sad,
and said gently, to little Frank :
| “And is not minding your little
k1| brother doing something 9"

il * But I do that every day,” answered
the child.
8| Miss Smith had heard of his cars of
S| bis little brother, and she knew, too,
|| vhy the ohildren laughed when he
I| wpoke of him, and K will tell yor why,
8| Frank's brother was not like other
F! litle boys in intelligence, He waa
| dix years old, but never had telked,

| and he had a strange face, with a very
| queer, foolish expression. He made
6| very pecnliac sounds, Perhaps, poor
§I| boy, he was trylog to speak. People
QY| called him an idiot, bnt his mother

i always rpoke of him to Frank ag “your
poor little brother,”

Loog ago °he had told him to watoh
the little afflicted boy ecarefully, and
kesp him from the street, for fear he
might be run over by the horses.

It was not an easy matter to do
this, for the little foolish brother
would pe: ‘st in running into the
rreet, and sven before the horses,
For these ressans, it required almost
~onstant watchbiog on the part of little
Feank, which left him little time for
play and his own enjoyment,

He knew that his mother worked
very hard, and that she waited
saxiously for his coming fram school,
gl| to relisve her of care, and she had
by often told him what & comfort and
g belp he wan to her,

One diy ho was amusing his little
brother out upon the sidewslk, in front
of the house, when his mother called
him to help ber a minute in the hauto
Another bov promised to csre for the
Ittle idiot while Frank was gone, but
other boys are not always so careful
with trusts ss they shounld be, and
when he returned his littlo heart grew
vick ag ho saw his brother lying fiat in
the road, and a pair of horses being
driven fast towsrd him. Ho knew
the gentleman who wasp driving did
not seo the small objrot in the road,
a8 ho was busy talking with some
ladies upon the bsck teat of the
carringe. He took in all this in just &
second’s time, and rushed to snstoh
the boy from the coming danger. But
he was too late. The horses knooked
him down and trampled opon both of
thom.

When the two wore taken up the
littlo foolish mind of ono had departed.
Life waa gone from the unosuth bedy.
Little Frank lived a fowv hours, loog
enough to receive his mother's blessing
for his little faithful life, and long
le.m)ugh to hear, from his teacher’s
ipa:

“My boy, you have done sll that
c¢mld be done for others, You have
given your life.”

When the Souday-sohool clags payscd
the cofling in which lay the two forms,
that of the littls, weak, {oolish brother,
sud, by its side, the form of little
Feank, on whose paln feig was an
expression of pescs and beauty that
heaven only corid have lent, they felt
how small thei: own deeds were,

-

HE LOVED HIS MOTHER'S
BIBLE.

Song yeats #go0 a amall boy came
into the otlice of a steambost company
in Alhany, Now York, and assalsg a
gentleman busy writing, he took eff
his hav and apprcached him, waiting
to be spoken to.

“ Whst do you want, boy 1" soon
said the gentleman.

“I am a poor boy, sir, and have
walked much of the wav from Can-
andaigus on my way to New York, to
my aunt’s; my money is nearly sll
goune, and I bave come to see if you
won't please to send me on one of your
stesmera,”

* Have you run away ?"

* No, slr; my mother is dead, and I
promised her I would go 0 my sant
in New York, sir, and I am going if I
have to walk all the way there.”

“What is in that bundle under
yoar arm, that you hold so close 1"

It is something I value very much,
sir, and I would sooner walk to New
York and back agsin than part with
it."

¢ Let me see it.”

% You will give it to me again, elr,
if I let you take it1”

Aftwor unrolling it from a dirty cloth,
it proved to be a small Bible wnich his
dying motber had given him, with her
bleesing, on the promise to read 1t and
g0 to his aunt.

 Have you read it mmach$”

“Yeos, sir, when tired and hungry
I bave often sat down b the mﬁde
and resd my mother's .lible, and ft
tee1red to feed and rest m».”

“1 will give you enouga for it to
psy your passage.”

“ I cannot el i, sir, Indeed I can
not, oven if I have to walk to New
York.”

Tho kind gentleman gavo him a line

to tho captain to take the boy free to
New York, and, when there, to place
bim in tho care of a policeman to find
his aunt, and also to seo that he went
to a good school, and fuilow him up to
higbor schools, and ho would pay all
his bllle for schooling, books, oto. A
short timo eince, at a Sabbath-schcol
convention out West, one of tho beat
addresses was made by that boy—now
a msn—who laved his Bible 10.— /ibla
Society Record.

THE MINCE-PIE THROWN
AWAY.

A roon bricklayor was very busy
duricg the Obriastmu3 holidays in re-
vairing an oven for a baker. ‘The
bricklayer loved rum. Indecd. ho was
an  babitual druokard. He had
brought his bottle with him to the
bake-house, and almost every time ho
completed a layer of bricks he took a
draught of the fi~e-water.

Now 1t happened that the baker had
two little daughters, as bright-eyed,
cherry-cheoked, sughing young area-
tores a8 you ever saw. They were
temperanoo girls too. In their play
they wandered into the bake-houso.
There they saw the bricklayer stopping
every little while to take a drop from
his tery bottle. This was too much
for temperance girls to enduze, so they
gald: * Ain't you ashamed of yourself,
Mr. Murray, to be drinking whiskey?1”
Shortly after they camse into the bake-
house again eating mirce-pie. It was
now the brick-layer's turn to speak.
Looking at them, thersfore, very
sharply, he said: “Now ain't you
ashsmed to be eating brandy at that
rate 3"

** We aio’t,” eaid they.

** Yea, you are,"” ho replied.
is Lrandy {n that pie.”

The little girls, without tasting an-
other mouthful, ran into the house,
* Mother ! gaid they, with great eam-
eAtness, **Is thers any brandy in this
pie 1"

“Yes, my dears, there is,” she
replied,

““ Then we will eat no more of it,”
said they spitting out what was in
their mouths and throwing the rest
into the fire,

This was more than the sricklayer
oould bear. Ho said:  Waell, if theso
little girls can give up their pies from
principle, I can give np my dram ;” so
oft he went and signsd the pledge,

The next time I meet the Oold-
Water Army I mean to ssk them to
give ihree cheera for thess lictle girls
who threw away their mince-ple be-
ceuse there was brandy in it. Don't
you think they deserve them, chilaren!

«TELL THE BOYS."

In a sermon recently delivered by
Dr. T. DoWitt Telmage be gave the
following acconnt of a Sabbath dese-
oration, which ended in a tregedy :

¢ In the door ot this church, summer
before last, this scene occurred: Sab-
bath morning a young man was enter-
iog hero for divine warship. A friend
passing alomg the street ssid, *Joe,
coms along with me, Iam golog down
to Oaney Island, and we'll bave a gay
Sunday.’ ¢ No, replied Joe, ¢ I have
started to go here to church, and I am
goivg to attand service here’ ¢O
Joe,” sald bis friend, ‘you can go w
church any time, the day is buighs,
and we'll go to Coney Irland, and
wo'll bave a splendid time”’ The

¢ There

temptation was too great, and the
twain weant to tho beach and spent tho
day In drunkenoess and rit.  Tho
evening train startad up fiom Brightoa,
tho young men were on it. Jog 1o
his intoxication, when tho traln wae
in tull spood, tricd to pess arcund
from ono oar to ancther, and fell and
wag crushed. Under the lantern, as
Joo lay blooding Lis lifo away ou tho
grass, ho said to his comrade, *Jobn,
tbat was » bad businoss, your tarug
mo away from church; it was a very
bad business. You ought not to have
dono that, John, 1 want you to tell
the boyn to-morrow, when you sve
them, that ram and Sabbath-breukinyg
did this ‘or me , aad, Joho, widle you
aro tolling them, [ wiil be 10 bell, and
it will be your fault.’ *'— Bxchanga.

THREE KITES,

5 HREE kitos went sailiug into the aur,
Higher, and higher, and higher.
*“ Miue 1s tho best,’ orted Johnnie Stout,
**And mnoe the finest tlyer,”

** But mine will go,” cried Neddie Day,
*¢ Op to the great church-steepls)

** And miue,” cried tiny Tim, ** will riso
Beyond tho syos of psople,”

Alasl for boys as well as men
Who sot such kites a iying !

They lodgoed all three in & bigh-topped treo,
Aud the boys weut homo a-orying,

A SINGULAR CEMETERY.

In the city of Roms, underneath
one of its anciont churches, is ono of
the most singnlar burial-places yon
ocan imagine. The oburch is oslled tho
Church of the Cepuching, so named
from the order of Oapuchin monks.
When one of these monks dies he is
burled in this cemetery in his robes,
and without & eoflin. After several
years have pacsed, the grave is opened,
and the bones taken out and ar~anged
in all sorts of funtastic figures « . the
eides and oellings of the vaults aor
recesses of the burialplace.  All
around sare to be scen zkulls and bones
of varfous kinda.

Sometimes a body is found which,
instead of deoaying, has dried up. In
guoh oases the dried body is carefally
removed and clad in tho garments bo
longing to the Capuchin mouks, and

laced in a niche, elther standing or
ying at fall langth.

The day wo vidted this ghastly
place we saw in an anto room the body
of o monk who had died the day be
foro, and who was laid out for buria!,
which was to take plsoe the next day
Heo seemed to be asleep rather than
desd, 28 ho lay there his ruset
coloured robes, and anccflined.

It is not a pleasant place to visit,
yet the old monk who led us through
theso vaults, and lot the light of his
torch fall upon their ghastliness, seomed
healthy and cheerfal, though he spends
the moat of his time there, and cxpects,
one day, to be buried awong his
brethren.

It was & relief to come out sgain
into the pure sir and tho bnght
sunshize.

_ Y T -

In all tte towns and ocountries I
havo seen, I never saw a city or a
village jyet, whose mireries were wut
in propcriion to the ncmber of its
public-houses . . . , . Alebouses aro
over an occaelon of debauchery and
excees, And either in a pclitical or
el luus light, it would be our highest
interest to have them suppreseed
Dr. Oliver Guldamith,
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